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^>jfev B 9 R I>ER BADMEN 1 



STARS hung low in the blue-black iky. The 
air was soft and gentle, with only the 
faintest breese stirring. The lonely river crept 
silently by as if bent on evil deeds. 

It was a perfect night for romance — or 
murder I 

The black silhouette of the lone rider was 
■ perfect target. A gun barked.. The rider 
tumbled from the horse and lay still in the 
tall reeds near the river. A low bird-like 
whistle sounded. Almost at once the silence 
was shattered by the hoof* of a score of rider- 
less horses being^ driven into the river by 
mounted men. The horses splashed and swam 
and soon were clambering up the far bank, 
across the border. The riders drove after them, 
safe once mare from United States law! 

"Tony's dead." said the tall man with the 
leathery face and the brush-like, iron gray hair. 
"We all know what he was like. As brave a 
man as ever forked a saddle. A smart hombre 
and a good fighter in any tough spot. And just 
about the quickest draw and best marksman 
that ever belonged to the border patrol. But 
ihey got him just the same." > 
He paused as if to let the full significance 
sink in to the small circle of men 

"We've got only a handful of men to patrol 
a stretch of river that's as long as from here 
to the moon. seemB like." he continued. "We 
can't expect reinforcements for days, maybe 
weeks. Meanwhile, as our force* get fewer, 
the rustlers get more plentiful. No use palaver- 
ing, we can't stand up and fight them man 
to man. We've got to. think up some way to 
outfox them. And pronto!" 

He looked around inquiringly at the men 
of the border patrol. At length, Pinto Clemens 
spoke Up in his squeaky, high voice. "I've got 
sn lOea. Cap!" ha said "We (OUld have some- 
body out in the river in a rowboat. He'd be 
a secret scout. Those sidewinders always ex- 
pect us to be petroling on shore and they can 
hear the hoof beats whenever we're coming. 
But someoody In a boat could hardly be* seen 
or heati, and he could spot anything that was 
going on ashore and signal the rest of US." 




Somebody guffawed. It was Deke Letch. 

Some of the others chuckled, too. 

"What's the matter. Letch, don't you cater 
to the idea?" asked Cap. sternly. 

''It's plumb loco, if you ask me !" he declared. 
"A boat! What's Pinto trying to do? Turn us 
into a herd of dry land sailors? Me. 1 feel 
plumb undressed if I'm not wearing a saddle 
under me. I never heard tell of going after 
rustlers in a boat." 

"Neither did I." agreed Cap. 

Pinto, looking down it his high-heeled 
boots, seemed crestfallen. 

"I never heard of it and I reckon the rust 
lers never hoard of it either. That makes it 
a good idea. It'll be a surprise to them when 
we try it, tonight!" concluded Cap. 

MB INTO crouched low in the boat and let 
-* it drift with the stream. He didn't want 
to risk even the slight creak of the oarlocks. 
He Was amazed at how clearly the shore sounds 
drifted to him in midstream. It was as if the 
water made a sounding board. 

His ears perked at the unmistakable sound 
of many hoofs. Shod hoofs! It meant the horse 
thieves were busy again, taking full advan- 
tage of the dark of the moon. He reckoned 
the sound to be a quarter of a mile down- 
stream, so he straightened a little and began 
pulling strongly on the oars. While the rust- 
lers were driving, their own clatter would 
drown out the oar splash, he figured. 
, He had not dipped the oars three times 
when a fusilade of shols ripped toward him 
from the nearer bank. The little boat was 
riddled with slugs. Other border patrolmen, 
hearing the gunfire, converged on the spot in 
time to see the small craft wobble and sink. 
Meanwhile, a quarter of a mile away, the 
rustlers were making another crossing un- 
molested, 

"Well, that's the end of the brainy boat 
ideal" said Deke Letch, gazing across the 
river. "And it's the end of Pinto, too." 

"I'm afraid it is." said Cap sadly, removing 
his hat. 



other kind of 
That's the end of 



"The poor boy meant well." continued Letch, 
"but ■ horseman is plumb loeo when he gets 
any ideas about i 
cayuse. especially 
Pinto!" 

His tone was meant to be sad. but he.couldn't 
conceal the feeling of "I told you so" in his 

"It's not the end of Pinto!" said a dripping 
figure, emerging from the water. 

"Pinto!" exclaimed Cap. 

"Pinto!" exclaimed Letch and the others. 

"Yes, they shot the boat right out from un- 
der ma, but they didn't even scratch yours 
truly." asserted Pinto. "Somebody got lucky 
and spotted me. But I'm still sure this is a 
good idea and I'm going out in another boat 
tomorrow night." 

"Oh, no!" said Cap. "Too dangerous. I'm 
certain sure the rustlers have a spy who knows 
our plans. They knew you'd be out there to- 
night and they ambushed you. You were lucky. 
But tomorrow you might not be!" 

But Pinto set his squeaky voice to work de- 
fending his idea, and finally Cap agreed to one 
more try. 

npWO men crouched low in tne reeds near 
JR the river bank, peering out into the dark- 
ness. "There it is." whispered one as he made 
out the rowboat, drifting In midstream slowly 
toward them. The other raised a rifle. 

"Wfllt!" said his companion. "Let him get 



ir!" 



rifiem 



"Just 



"I will." said the 
try my sight." 
They waited. 

"I've got to admit that boat idea is pretty" 
slick." said one in a low voice. "It could have 
spoiled our whole game — if we hadn't been 
tipped off!" 

The other chuckled. "That's right, it could 
have." 

Closer and closer drifted the boat. 

One of the watchers whispered, "That's him. 
huddled up in the middle like a poke of hog 
feed. Get him! Are you ready?" 

"Ready!" said the rifleman. 

"Wait for the lignall" 

It came in a moment. A whistle, mournful 
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as from a nocturnal bird. The rifleman drew n 
bead on the rowboat and squeezed the trigger 

The crack of the rifle was followed by a 
blinding flash and a thunderous explosion. The 
little rowboat turned to sudden, searing flame, 
lighting up the broad river. Rockets and flares 
shot skyward. 

Stolen horses, that had been headed for the 
river to swim across the border and be sold 
at fancy prices, were filled with fright by the 
awesome sight. Whinnying and screaming they 
turned and charged in many directions. Some 
Of the rustlers, trying vainly to stop them, were 
unseated and slashed by the plunging hoofs. 
Others, who tried to flee, found themselves, 
rushing into the waiting arms— and guns— of 
well-prepared border guards. 

Catching his breath, the rifleman said to his 
companion, "Something's wrong! We'd better 
tun for it!" 

-You'd belter.'" said the other. "But not roe! 
I'll just mingle with the patrol again!" 

•SifV VOU won ' l! " said a voie ' ,rom be " 
»™ hind. The pair whirled to face the 
business ends of two Colts held by Pinto 
Clemens. "Reach high! And quick!" 

The rifle plunked to the ground as both men 

"You've got me wrong. Pinto," whined one 



of the 



about to i 



"Deke Letch !" bellowed the rifleman, "you rc 
the biggnt liar since—" I 

"Hush up!" ordered Pinto. "I knew some- 
body was traitoring the border patrol and I 
sort of figured it'd be Letch. Last night, when 
my rowboat got turned into a sieve with m* 
in it. all the other patrolmen rode up with 
their horses panting. Bui yours. Letch. wl»n' 
breathing hard. You didn't have to ride fas' 
to get to the shots because you were the one 
who did 'lie shooting." 

■'Thai's right, he did," snarled the rifleman 

"So tonight," continued Pinto. "I filled u\< 
the new boat with dynamite and fireworks. It 
was a trap— and you boys set it off your- 

THE END 
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Now that Did Man Winter is slacking his grip. 1he streams 
and rivers are rising all Over the range and a lot- of them will 
soon be spilling over their banks - which means the 
cewpokes will be riding the "Bog- Line." 

Riding bog is the toughest, dirtiest, most dangerous chore 
on the range. You see, when the rivers get swollen and spill 
over, they turn the bottoms of ttie ranges into beds of 
mud, which sometimes get to be nigh waist deep. When 
a lot of critters (cattle) get bogged down in the mud, 
the bog-riders (cowboys) have to haul 'em out to save 
their lives ... which is easier said than done, it takes 
a powerful lot of team wcww between a cowboy and 

his horse, but I reckon TEAM WORK always was 

known to work wonders. 

First off, only horses with plenty of "Savvy" and 
experience are used. A raw bronc might get himself 
bogged down and that would be 3 fix . when a bog- 
rider sights a critter that's bogged down (stuck in 
the mud ) he builds himself a big loop with his rope 
andeases his horse asclose as possibJe. Then he 
ropes the critter by the homs and gives his rope a 
twist or two around his saddle horn, (this twist is 
called a dally) so he can ease up in case the critter is T 
trying to get its feet under it and draw itself up 
while the horse is slowly hauling it out. 

Most of the critters that are bogged down'll fight 
the bog-rider and that's where the bog rider depends 
on his horse and - TEAM WORK, your horse haste 
■savvy" his rope signals right well, too. Most horses 
are taught to give a little slack when you give your- 
rope a yank or two and to pul! when when you "snake" 
the slack back at him. 

It's important to remember that saving all those lives 
on the bog-line can be put right down to - T£AM work. 
So let's all of us Pards get the hang of working together 
Whether it's at homeor while riding the bog-line, 'cause ' 
teamwork is what makes a "POPNECout of a fellow. 

If at any time it appears we're a little slow in 
answering your mail and requests, kinda bear with us 
'cause we're mighty busy and often away from home. 
Besides that, the mail's stacked sky-high. 

Tour pals, OJ&m. "ftrcjuj," s%t 
a*d B&ick<kck. U 

RS. OuHatest movie adventures now showing on -f 
your local screens are "the moMWC bandit" and 

"HAYAJO TRAIL," 
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